" Another fortnight. But that will be marvellous,"
" Yes, I hope so. Your hand upon it Oh, here we are
at the house already. What a pity 1 May I invite myself
to come and sit at your table, or is Valentin jealous ? "
** Yes, he is jealous. But we won't take any notice of
that this time. Auf wiedersehen ! "
** Auf wiedersehen I—in an hour	"
Helene ran up the stairs to her room. She was quite
beside herself. She choked with little helpless cries of
joy. She opened a book, kissed it, threw it down. She
feU on her bed, grasped the small pillow, the foreign
bolster, pounded and pressed it, biting it, crying, laugh-
ing. She ran to the mirror, combed her hair with its
white strand at the forehead away from her brow. She
tore dresses out of the wardrobe and threw them about,
and in the end she was standing naked before the mirror,
her arms by her sides, quickly pulling on her dressing-
gown when Tintin trotted in. She threw herself upon
the defenceless and astonished Tintin, took him in her
arms, pressed him to her heart, kissed his small head,
his straight childish neck, his bare brown arms, that
tasted of salt and the sea.
" What's the matter, Malee ? Are you crazy ? " Tintin
asked sternly, and braced himself on his bronzed legs
against this tempest of motherly tenderness.
"Nothing. Absolutely nothing/' Malee answered
with burning cheeks.
She was thirty-two years old. She had been alone all
her life. She had never known love; only that tender,
immature mistake of her youth. She had never known
happiness yet. But now she was to be happy for fourteen
whole days, completely, utterly, and entirely happy.
And Ambrosius ?
With Ambrosius it began by his looking at his watch
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